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THE GATE OF HEAVEN. 

«« And Jacob Mid, This is the gate of heaTen.''^Ou. xxviiL 17. 

Not where bright clouds are thronging 

The sunset sky so fair, 
Albeit to heaven, and not to earth belonging, 
Yet the gate is not there ; 
Not though we gaze until the eye, in pain, 
Seeks for repose the common earth again. 
And sad thoughts rise, dim as the closing day, 
To see such glory, yet so fistr away. 

Not where the moonbeams, blending 

With ocean's solitude, 
Create a silvery pathway, ever tending 

On to infinitude j 



j^ 
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Not though we sigh, and deem it well might be 
A passage to the world which knows no sea ; 
Not though we yearn to walk upon the main 
Like Peter — we would follow, yet in yain. 

Nowhere in nature's keeping 

Then doth its portal stand ? 
Is it afar ? Wide as the winds are sweeping, 
Oh, know fchey not the land ? 
No ; though we read of golden streets, yet hues 
Of sunset tell them not ; nor may we choose 
The clear pale moonpath stretching to the sky, 
As shadowing forth those gates of pearl on high. 

And must we ne'er be greeting 
The goal of which we dream ? 
The favour'd spot where heaven and earth are 
meeting 
Whence floods of glory stream ? 
Oh ! many a nook on this cold earth might show 
Such light descending — dark with sin and woe 
Howe'er it be — and we so frail and tried ; 
Yet is the thing we wish for at our side. 
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The weary Outcast, shrinking 
From toil and danger's ^ce. 
Lay on his lonely pillow, little thinking 
How holy was the place. 
Yet 'twas but common gronnd, a desert plain — 
And we may learn e'en thus (Oh blessed gain !) 
To see an open heaven o'er onr head, 
And find a Bethel too, where er we tread. 

life may be glad aronnd ns. 

Life may be lone and drear ; 
Alike the portals of the kingdom bound us, 
The world unseen is near. 
Wherever prayer may rise, and blessings fleet 
In swift return, there at our very feet 
A ladder springs like that to Jacob given, 
And e'en our daily paths may prove the gate of 
heaven. 
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THE WAITING SAINTS. 

"Waiting for the coming of our Lord Jesus Ohrist."— 1 Goa. i. 7. 

They are waiting, they are waiting, in those grassy 

village graves, 
Where the shadow of the ancient yews so fitly o'er 

them waves ; 
No mtirmur of a jarring world the qniet hush to 

break, 
They slumber on so peacefully ; Oh, when will they 

awake? 



They are waiting, they are waiting, fax beneath the 
ocean's breast. 

Where never step may visit them, nor gaze of kin- 
dred rest ; 

But one all-seeing eye is near to watch and number 
all, 

And through those sounding caves at last shall ring 
the trumpet's call. 
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They are waiting, they are waiting, where the turf 
is scarcely grown. 

And still each week by loving hands fresh dewy 
flowers are thrown ; 

And where no trace of them is left upon the church- 
yard sod, 

Their very names forgotten now, forgotten, save of 
God. 



»» 



And they the Kings and Prophets true of high 

celestial mould, 
The martyrs of the in&nt church, the holy ones of 

old, 
What years have pass'd, yet still they wait, and 

£rom the spirit throng 
Methinks I hear a whisper borne, — " How long, 

they cry, " how long ?" 



They are waiting, they are waiting, the saintly of 
the earth. 

Who walk in sin and sorrow now, yet heirs of hea- 
venly birth ; 
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A groaning world around them, and a treacherous 

heart within, 
How wearily the night hours pass ! when will the 

mom begin 1 

We are waiting, we are waiting : Oh spread thy 

lightning wing. 
And come in all thy glory down, our absent Lord 

and King; 
The living call around thee, and the dead from land 

and sea. 
And reign for all eternity o'er those who wait for 

thee! 



/ 
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"FOLLOW ME." 

" And Jesos, walking by the Sea of Galilee, flaw two brethren, Simon called 

Peter, and Andrew his brother And He saith unto them. Follow 

me."— Matt. iv. 18, ID. 
" After these things Jesus showed Himself again to His disciples at the Sea of 

Tiberias And when He had spoken thus, He said unto him. Follow 

me."— JoBV xxi. 1 A; 19. 

The fisher stood upon the shore. 

Intent upon his toil, 
Tt might be counting o'er and o'er 

Anticipated spoil, — 
When, like the murmur of the sea, 
Fell a soft echo, " Follow me.' 



«» 



And a strange power to move the heart 

Was in that simple word, 
Which call'd him from his nets to part — 

Obey'd as soon as heard : 
With eager steps, from day to day. 
He folio w'd Jesus in the way. 
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Again be stands beside tbe lake, * 

Its dark blue bills around, 
And at bis feet tbe billows break 

Witb long-familiar sound : 
No cbange on outward tbings impress'd, — 
Ob bow unlike tbat fisber's breast ! 

Subdued and crusb*d by sin and woe 
Had been tbat spirit's pride, 

Yet, tbougb bis guilt bad bow'd bim low, 
Tbe Master tbrice denied, 

Still in bis ear, witb love as free. 

Once more was wbispering, *' Follow me." 

Ab ! be was more tban ready now 

To follow to tbe deatb, 
Tbougb less of fire was on bis brow. 

And no presumptuous breatb 
Vow*d, tbat, tbougb otbers false migbt be. 
He from bis Saviour ne'er would flee. 

Yes, closely in Hia track below 

Tbose onward steps did speed. 
And now, wbere'er tbe Lamb dotb go, 



/ 
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He foUowetli indeed ; 
While a rich boon to us is given, — 
The story of his path to heaven. 

How oft earth's vanities have cried 

To us in voice as clear ! 
We know that they will fail when tried, 

Yet cannot choose but hear ; 
We know that there is treachery there, 
Yet still we trust the promise fair. 

Oh Thou who to Thy saint of old 
Didst breathe those words divine, 

So speak to us, that dull and cold 
Shall seem all tones but Thine ; 

That we may list to none save Thee, 

And this Thy mandate, " Follow me.'* 

And when, like Peter in that hour 

We take it to our heart. 
To us the same attractive power 

Which Peter found impart, 
That we, through storm and shadows dim. 
Closely may follow Thee like him. 
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THE FAR-OFF LAND. 

" They shall behold ihe land that ia T«ry &r ofEl"— Isaiah zxxiii 17. 

Is rr so far indeed, 
From all our daily paths, that land of light, — 
Farther than where the lightning's wing may speed, 

Than midnight orbs so bright 1 

It must be even thus, — 
Since He, whose eye can glance from star to star, 
Measuring the distance infinite to us, 

Calleth it " very far." 

Oh, blessed world of rest. 
That rest for which the weary-hearted yearn, 
Home of the spirits of the ransom'd blest, 

Whether love's gaze doth turn ! 
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Garden that knows no thorn, 
Haven of peace heyond the stormy sea, 
Shelter to wanderer lonely and forlorn, 

Must we thus think of thee 1 

Then drearier still the way 
Which through the desert to our steps is given ; 
The darkness borders not upon the day ; 

Earth is riot near to heaven. 

But if the heavenly King, 
By some strange mystic power, should means devise 
Close to our side that distant land to bring, 

The boon we well might prize. 

Alas ! when skies are bright. 
We strive to grasp it, but it mocks our will ; 
Ohain'd to the dust, a film is on our sight, 

And heaven is £eu: off still. 

Crod sends us trouble^ takes 
Away our treasures, dims that cloudless sky. 
Then through the mist a path of glory breaks. 

And heaven is — Oh, how ni^h I 
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Clear to faith's sight it springs, 
Yea, almost to our outward vision given : 
How should our hearts, then, joy in aught that brings 

Nearer that heaven to us, and us to heaven ! 



/ 
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THE ETHIOPIAN'S JOURNEY. 

" And he went on his way rejoidng."— Acts tIU. 39. 

The voice which brought the luessage there 

Had vanish'd like a dream ; 
Around him stretch'd the desert bare, 

And fiery southern gleam. 

Before him scorn and mockery lay — 

Tt might be death at last ; 
Yet still, rejoicing on his way. 

The dauntless spirit pass'd. 

And why ? — A spell had purged his sight 

Those loving streams to heed. 
Which close beside him, pure and bright, 

Were sparkling for his need. 
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The fountain flows as fresh and &ee 

As in those days gone by : 
Sexrvant of God ! unlike to thee, 

We drink it with a sigh. 

Lonely and dark onr paths we call, 
Though lights around them shine : 

Alas ! the loneliest of us all 
Hath joys which ne'er were thine. 

We have the blessed meeting hour 

Within the place of prayer, 
The holy sympathetic power, 

Which other bosoms spare. 

Thou, Oh, beside that eastern throne. 
No heart with thine would swell. 

Thy lot more desolate and lone 
Than hermit's in his cell ! 

Thou didst not shrink — God*s peace within 

Could hallow every spot j 
And shall we, if such peace we win, 

Say, « It sufficeth not r ' 
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Shall we not ask, that we may know, 

Like thee, that sunshine's ray 1 
Then through the desert we shall go, 

Kejoicing on our way. 
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A CHEERFUL GIVER. 

"The Lord loreth a cheerful giver."— 2 Oob. Ix. 7. 

" He hath giyen His life for us : is it much that we should give up our wills for 
Him." — Poet Royalist Lettbb. 

A CHEERFUL giver ? Nay, we have not grieved 
To render back our substance unto Thee ; 

We give again the gifts we have received, 
With loving hands, ungrudgingly, and free. 

Yet still a voice comes like a wandering breeze, 

''Thou hast, thou hast more precious things than these. " 

Askest Thou more ? We yield Thee at Thy call 
The wealth of mind, the talents Thou hast lent. 

Our gathered stores, our choicest treasures, all 
Upon Thine errands we would wish them bent, 

And not our own ; we lay them at Thy feet, 

That Thou may*st use them as Thou seest meet. 

And is there more, yet more, we have not given ] 
Our sins 1 we tear them from their throne, and pray 



/ 
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That each unhallow'd guest be quicklj driven 

From our heart's temple by Thine hand away ;. 
How dear soever, yet we fain would be 
As cheeriul givers of our sins to Thee. 

Are there yet treasures which we have not made 
Over to Thee, Thou Searcher of the breast 1 

Yes, one, which not upon Thine altar laid. 
Of little worth to Thee were all the rest ; 

And, wanting this, whatever our sacrifice. 

It ne'er to heaven in holy flame would rise. 

Our wayward wUla Thou askest at our hand, 
So hard to give, so dear to Love Divine ; 

The pledge and test of all, at Thy command 

We pray that Thou wouldst blend them into Thine. 

We may not keep them when the whisper tells, 

Earth's only peace in such surrender dwells. 

Take them. Oh take them ! lost in Thine to be, 
E'en like the stars are merged in daylight fair : 

We strive to pierce its depths, yet can but see 
The bright sun shining in its glory thera 

To war, to work — or only to be still, 

We yield them up Thy mV^ioiJka xo ^xJNS^- 
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THE SICK ONE'S COMPLAINT. 

" They shall moiint ap with wings as eagles. * — Isaiah xl. 31. 

I CANNOT rise — the early breeze is bringing 
Down to mine ear the skylark's note on high : 

His joyous wing mounts upward with his singing, 
But I upon the cold dark earth must lie. 

I cannot rise — ^yet, Oh thou glad one soaring, 
I do not sigh to be as blithe and free : 

I would not weep, the body's chains deploring ; 
'Tis but in thought that I would follow thee. 

'Tis but in thought that I would fain be speeding 
Farther and farther still, to heights untold ; 

This world s vain trifles from my gaze receding, 
Sweet communings with things unseen to hold. 

I cannot rise — ^the spirit in its measure. 
Sharing the body's weakness, lags below ; 

In sunnier hours it mounted at its pleasure, 
But now, alas ! its flight is sad and slow. 
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Oh for the eagle's wing ! The lark returning, 
Weazy at last, sinks down into its nest : 

But who shall find the eagle ever yearning, 

In his proud strength, for night-&ll and for rest 1 

Oh for the eagle's gaze, the bright sun facing ! 

Perchance in this that strength untiring lies ; 
Perchance this lesson, in the lines I 'm tracing, 

The Spirit &in would spread before our eyes. 

Might He not mean that we, would we be raising 
Our feeble earth-bound wing to realms on high, 

Must gaze like him, with fix'd and steady gazing, 
Upon our Sun and Centre in the sky ? 

I cannot rise — but Oh blest Spirit ! hear me ; 

'Tis to the weak ones that Thy help is shown : 
On thine own wing, swifter than eagles', bear me, 

To nestle 'ueath the shadow of the throne. 



^ 
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PERFECT PEACE. 

" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on Thee."— 

Isaiah zxtL 3. 

Peace, perfect peace ? Yes, in that world of joy 
Which knows no taint of sin nor breath of sorrow, 

Where falls no shadow with its dark alloy. 
Born of the past, the present, or the morrow. 

Sweet, and fair. 

And perfect, is the peace abiding there. 

But here on earth, here where the night may sink 
In sudden gloom e'en on the noonda3r's lightness. 

Here where the untried future bids us shrink, 
And the past darkens ofb the present's brightness, 

Oh, surely here 

No echo answers to that whisper clear. 

Peace, perfect peace 1 Yes, it is found below : 
No promise false can stain those sacred pages 

Whose word (alike amid the sunshine's glow. 
The gathering cloud, the tempest as it rages) 
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Bids fear to cease : 
It only tells us we shall be at peace. 

Will doubts arise ? Look where the moonbeams lie 
In their meek beauty on the green turf sleeping ; 

Is not peace written on that cloudless sky^ 
That silence sofb and still of nature*s keeping 1 

Tenderly bright 

The scene, and yet upon the earth 'tis night. 

Oh peace divine ! it is not fancy's dream 

Which thus would find an outward image for thee ; 
Calm and unruffled as yon silvery beam, 
Thou on the heart may'st fall (strange truth), while 
o'er thee 

The darkness lowers : 
We need but ask it, and the gift is ours. 

Mourner, sad mourner ! if to thee the night 
Must come, its darkness need not bound thee ; 

Peace, perfect peace, calmly, intensely bright, 

May bid the shadows flee, and light surround thee. 

Oh may it rest. 

Soft as the moonbeams, ever on thy breast t 
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TO THE MEMORY OF A CHILD. 

« The Lord hath need of him."-— LuKi xix. 31. 

And thou art gatlier'd for the skies, sweet flower of 

promise fair, 
And thou art chosen thus the crown without the 

cross to wear : 
Oh ! favour d one, we joy for thee, that thou wilt 

never know 
That cross with all its weariness^ its burden, and its 

woe. 

Ah ! when we look'd with earnest love into thy 
young bright eyes, 

And traced in thought thy future course, thy path- 
way to the skies. 

We dream'd of work prepared thee here : alas 1 we 
little knew 

That God Himself was fitting thee His work on 
high to do. 
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Sweet bud ! to deck some heavenly bower thy God 

hath sent for thee ; 
The Lord had need of thee, fair child, His messenger 

to be; 
And now beside the' eternal throne, within the 

golden gates, 
To carry forth His purposes, perchance thy spirit 

waits. 



We look into the summer sky, up through the clear 

bright air, . 
We gaze upon the midnight worlds, and think that 

thou art there; 
Yet is it well that we should deem our lost ones 

thus a&r, 
Bemote from all they loved below, like some cold 

distant star ? 



Nay, who shall say thou art not near, close at thy 

mother's side, 
Though hidden from her sorrowing sight, and to her 

arms denied ? 
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Who, who Bhall say that not to thee this mission 

hath been given, 
Her wandering steps to guard and guide nearer and 

nearer heaven ? 



Well didst thou do thy work on earth throughout 

thy little day, 
The lightener of thy parents' hearts, the sunshine of 

their way ; 
And now in mercy e en to them, God may have 

given to thee 
A seraph s wing, that thou mayst still a better 

blessing be. 



The world unseen is surely near, upon its brink we 

tread ; 
The angels trace our daily paths, and watch around 

our bed : 
And dearer still than angel's care, some loved one's 

guard would be ; 
We dare not say — but ilm we know, " The Lord had 

need of thee." 



\ 
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Oh could we for one moment see thine heritage of 

joy, 

And know, what here we seek in vain, a bliss with- 
out alloy, 

That moment's gaze would hush the tears which 
now for thee overflow. 

And e^en thy mother's heart would be content that 
thou shouldst go. 

That may not be — ^to see thee thus would be to 

walk by sight. 
And Oh ! not so our souls are trained to reach those 

realms of light ; 
But, taught of God, the chasten'd will, the meek 

submission given. 
Shall fit us by thine early doom to shine with thee 

in heaven. 



L 



26 THOUQHTS FOB QUIET HOUBS. 



THE EASTER CALL. 

" Arise ye, and depart ; for this is not your rest." — Mioab IL 10. 

'Tis Easter day — ^the holy mom is breaking 

Over the ransom'd earth, 
Kich with the flush of springtide's first awaking, 

Glad with its notes of mirth. 
'Tis well that thus, in time of early bloom, 
Our song should rise of victory o'er the tomb. 

Our Lord is risen ! the one hosanna springs 
From myriad hearts on high, 

And soft and faint, borne on the morning's wings, 
Echoes afar reply ; 

The bands of death once and for ever riven, 

Glory, all glory, to the King of heaven. 

From varied scenes that Easter anthem's swelling 
Through the blue sky doth soar. 

From city streets, from many a lonely dwelling, 
Sprinkled the green land o'er. 



/ 
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Where with the wreaths of opening flowers are 

twined 
Sweet resurrection lessons for mankind. 

Onward it flows, in one full tide of song, 

Up to the throne ascending, 
Crathering its tribute as it rolls along, 

Higher and higher tending ; 
And many a voice, remote from ours, shall rise, 
To mingle with it ere it reach the skies. 

Oh blessed strain ! would that where thou art leading 

Our souls to mount were free ! 
Would that indeed, above earth's trifles speeding, 

We too might soar with thee ! 
It may not be — ^yet comes the message back, 
" The Lord is risen — ^follow ye His track !" 

Arise, arise ! the Easter trumpet call ! 

We may arise e'en now ; 
New life may spi-ing from 'neath the heart's dark pall, 

New light may touch the brow : 
€k>d's hand can raise in many a wintry breast 
A resurrection power at His behest. 

\ 
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'Tis Easter day — ^we will arise from soitow, 
From earthly dreams though sweet ; 

We will arise from sin, from care, and bori'ow 
Faith's wing our liord to meet : 

And till another Easter dawn, we pray 

Those lingering echoes in our souls may stay. 



/ 
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THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS. 

EASTER DAY EVENING. 
" And by Him aU things constst."— Col. i. 17. 

The holy week hath pass'd away, 

Our Easter strain is o'er, 
And dreary to our hearts it seems 
To turn them from such heaven-bom themes 

Back to the world once more. 

We ve watch'd beside the' uplifted Cross 

Of Him who came to save ; 
Have seen Him quaff the bitter cup, 
Have seen the Spirit yielded up, 

The victory o'er the grave. 

And now life calls us with its claims 

Of trivial toil and care, 
And we must from the mount descend 
Down to the plain below, and bend 

To things the lowliest there. 
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And do we shrink ? Then have we look'd 

On Calvary in vain ; 
Then have we learn'd not yet to know, 
How o'er our daily paths a glow 

It sheds of radiance plain. 

Then have we fail'd to look around 

Upon the green earth's b,reast, 
And on each leaf, and flower, and tree. 
The shadow of the Cross to see, 
In chastened glory rest. 

For hath it not e'en such as these, 

Which spring on every side, 
(The simple joys which j&ringe our way, 
The light which greets us every day,) 
Bedeem'd and sanctified ? 

Yes, let us strive the Cross to mark 

In every blessing given ; 
Then shall each sunny gift of spring, 
Yea, every care and common thing, 

Keflect the hues of heaven. 
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THE ETERNAL DWELLING-PLACE. 

" Lord, Thou hast been our dwelUng-place in ajl generations." — Psalm zc. 1. 

A PSALM OF MOSES. 

Oh sweet the image which God's Spirit gave 

Here to the heart of him, the wanderer tried ! 
What more to cheer his footsteps coald he crave 

Than the calm strength that " dwelling-place " 
impUed 1 
For many a year in desert tents to dwell 

Had been his portion, and the desert road 
Was bleak and wild — Oh he might value well 

The thought of an unchangeable abode ! 
Ov/r way is long, our fate it is to roam ; 

We know not where our morrow's path may lead : 
Weary and worn, a shelter and a home 

We too would ask to be our rest indeed. 
All, all is changing here ; but Thou, Oh Lord, e'en 

thus 
Wilt be our refuge, yea, a *' dwelling-place," for us. 



32 
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'^ There shall be no night there.'' 

— ^Rbyelations xxi 25. 

" Therb shall be no night there I" 

Is it a joyful sound ? 
Our eyes axe weary with the glare of day, 
And our hearts too ; for 'tis a mortal &ay 

Within us and around. 

Night comes and brings us rest ; 

Who hath not paused and sigh'd 
Mid the world's fever, mid the cares which press 
The spirit down with leaden heaviness. 

For the hush'd eventide ? 



Night comes, and all is still ; 

Yet, in the twilight grey. 
Voices are heard, which, with the vesper star, 
Give forth their utterance, tenderer, truer far. 

Than voices of the day. 
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Night &Ils as summer dew 

On the ground parch'd and riven ; 
So on the heart it sinks with calming power, 
Till something like the fragrance of a flower 
Springs from it up to heaven. 

Night comes, and deep within 

Thought that hath slumber'd stirs ; 
That which we strive hj day to grasp in vain, 
The darkness writes before us, bright and plain, 
In fiery characters. 

Night draws the veil away, 

And clears our mental sight : 
Who, when the twilight shadows o'er him 

steal. 
Feels not the' Invisible more near, more i*eal, 

Than in the sunshine's light ? 

" There shall be no night there ! " 

Oh I have sometimes thought 
That all the glory of that vision hour 
At Patmos fades before the simple power 

Wherewith these words are fraught. 
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The gleam from those bright walls 

Is dazzling to us here ; 
Rather our weary gaze more trembling hues, 
Subdued, reflected, soften'd, fain would choose, 

Heaven's mysteries to make clear. 

Nay, they are mysteries still, 

Yet we may surely read 
Some token of our heritage in this 
One record of that coming kingdom's bliss, 

On which our souls may feed. 

How different from earth's life 

The life we then shall share ! 
How changed must we in heart and mind be found, 
For th(U to be to us a joyful sound, 

" There shall be no night there ! " 
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EMBLEMS OF THE SPIRIT. 

"And suddenly there came a sound ftom heaven as of a rushing mighty 

wind."--AcT8 IL 2. 
" I will pour water upon him that is thirsty, and floods upon the dry ground.'' 

— Isaiah zUt. 3. 

FOR WHIT SUNDAY. 

Through the young leaves, with low and murmuring 
sound^ 
The summer winds are singings 
A flickering shadow o'er the green turf round, 
Bright in the sunlight, flinging. 

Oh like the breeze to-day, 
Thou Spirit, blow upon our hearts, we pray 1 

The breath of hawthorn blossoms on the air. 
Brought from, the fields, hath found me : 

I cannot grasp it, yet 'tis surely there, 
As incense it is round me. 

Sweet Spirit ! thus do Thou 

From our soul's garden draw the ai^ice^ \vqw . 



T>'=>- 
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White clouds are gathering in the far blue sky, 

The gentle rain is sinking 
Into the thirsty ground, which, hard and dry, 

With joy the stream is drinking. 

Oh visit with thy showers. 
Spirit Divine ! this barren soil of ours. 

And do we err in taking things like these 
As types of Thee 1 in blending 

Thus with the summer flood, the rushing breeze, 
Thoughts of thy power descending ? 

Nay, for the Lord of heaven 

Hath in His word ffimself such emblems given. 

« 

.Was it His will that Nature's voice should speak 

A two-fold tone, revealing 
Lessons of sacred lore to those who seek 

To lift her veil concealing 1 

That she should ever wear 
Symbolic meanings on her &ce so fair ? 

Yes, thus we deem ; and well His wisdom knew 

Our finite minds, in framing 
The rainfall silent, soft, yet sure and true, 



\ 
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Earth's barren ground reclaiming ; 

The wild wind, boundless, free, 
Unseen, yet felt — to raise our thoughts to Thee. 

Come, then. Oh come ! like shower-drops sweet and still 

Life in our hearts to waken ; 
Come, Spirit, with Thy heaven-bom gale, until 

Their very depths are shaken ; 

Then bid their fragrance rise, 
As from a water'd garden, to the skies. 
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WAIT. 

'Though it tany, wait for it, because it will surely cosie : it will not tanyJ 

Hab. ii. 3. 

Long may be the wintry hours, 

Tardy summer's heat ; 
Slowly may the sweet May flowers 

Spring beneath thy feet ; 
Yet they never come too late, 
Though they tarry — only wait. 

Anxiously the reaper watches 

O'er the ripening corn, 
Doubtful, while each day it catches 

Hues of sunshine bom ; 
He may fear, but ever yet 
Gk>d the harvest weeks hath set. 

Heavily the earth is wearing 

Garbs of darkness drear, 
God*s own hand the while preparing 

Morning to bring near : 



/ 
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Light He sows the whole night through, 
Now it rises to thy view. 

And to thee, thou spirit lonely, 

Seems the rest afar, 
Gleaming o'er thy pathway only, 

Like a distant star ? 
Oh be patient ! day by day 
Shines it with a steadier ray. 

Nearer draws the shore and nearer. 

As each wave sweeps by ; 
Clearer grows the light, and clearer. 

In the eastern sky. 
Wait I thy tears will soon be past : 
Heaven will surely come at last. 
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THE CONSOLATION OF ST. BARNABUS. 

" We must through much tribulation enter into the kingdom of heaven." — 

Acts ziv. 22. 

[The word " tribulation " is derived from an instrument used by the ancients 
to separate the chaff from the cum.— ^See Trench on WordsJ] 

Oh Son of Consolation ! is it this 

That thou to sorrowing hearts art ever telling t 
Hast thou no honied whisper, to dismiss 

Each anxious fear, and stay the bosom's swelling ? 
Nought save such words as speak of life-long woes, 
And battle-fields beset with sleepless foes. 
Yes, give them utterance still, though sad they are, 
For hope shines through them like a guiding star. 
And the worn heart, reminded of the shore 
Beyond the wave, heeds not its tossings sore. 
Ah ! and they tell us every storm's awaking 

Some chaff of worldliness, some husk of sin, 
Will scatter wide — ^more fit the true grain making 

For the great Reaper's hand to gather in. 
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THE CITY OF THE SAINTS. 

" Fellow-citizens with the saints."— Gal. ii 19. 
ALL saints' day. 

That city of the saints ! and is it shining 

Amid the splendour of yon sunset glow 
Which, o'er the brief autumnal day's declining, 

Seems but to mock the fading hues below ? 
It may be so, yet on this cold earth, leading 

An exile life, are some its garb who wear ; 
Albeit unknown, uncared-for, little heeding, 

If only they may claim a portion there. 
I am a stranger here — yet let me be 
Only a leaf of that eternal tree. 
Only a stone in that bright city's gleam, 
Only a ripple in its crystal stream ; 
And I shall live, whatever else is given, 
Link'd with the best of earth and all of heaven. 
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SERVICE. 

** All may of thee partake ; 
Nothing can be so mean, 
But with this tincture. /or Thy take^ 
Will not grow bright and dean."— Hbebbrt. 

WouLDST thou serve Him 1 Sick one, sent 
Into weary banishment, 
Languisher on couch of pain, 
Dost thou for thyself complain ] 
Bather sigh when others speed 
Forth to help a fellow's need, 
Eager as an angel's wing, 
Joyful in their ministering. 

Wouldst thou serve Him ? Anxious one. 
Thou whose work is never done, 
Kept in duty's narrow bound, 
Wrapp'd with daily cares around, 
Toiling early, toiling late. 
While the Gospel offers wait. 



Z 
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And thine heart would gladly bear 
Mercy's message everywhere ! 

Lift thine eyes, and thou shalt see 
Lessons all prepared for thee : 
Ocean beats upon its strand, 
Quiet round the green hills stand ; 
Yet the mountains, still and lone, 
Nurse within their breasts of stone 
Streams which nourish as they glide. 
Feed at last the busy tide. 

Wouldst thou serve Him ] Venture not, 

Then, thyself to fix thy lot : 

If thy Lord hath hedged thee in 

From rewards which others win, 

Is He straitened ) or the task 

Ke hath given thee, wouldst thou ask 

(Be it done in silence dim) 

Whether it be work for Him % 

Wouldst thou serve Him % Not a day 
Spent on life's most dusty way, 



44 THOUGHTS FOR QUIET HOUES. 

Not a pain or glance of scorn 
Meekly at His bidding borne, 
Not one self-forgetting deed, 
All unthank'd for, but indeed 
If perform'd in faith and love, 
Service is to God above. 

Wouldst thou serve Him 1 Stay, Oh stay, 
Till earth's fetters melt away ; 
Cramp 'd no more, with none to bind. 
Thou shalt serve Him to thy mind : 
Though the work which He hath set 
Never hadst thou chosen, yet 
By it He shall make thee meet 
For that service at His feet. 



/ 
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FUTURE KNOWLEDGE. 

"Thou Shalt know hereafter."— Job v xiit 7. 

Yes, we shall know it all ; against its prison 
The soul shall beat its weary wing no more : 

That wing let loose, like free bird that hath risen 
Into its own blue sky, shall mount and soar : 

Shall soar on high amid a far creation, 

Once all a mystery, higher still and higher ; 

Yet, yet methinks some nearer revelation 

The sorrowing child of earth would first desire. 

What wouldst thou seek? Perchance each spirit 
craving 

Hath in its depths that which it yearns to know : 
Then knowledge, like a flood, time's history laving. 

Over the windings of the past shall flow. 
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And we shall learn that when the night was dreariest. 
Unseen to us, the stars were still as fair ; 

That o'er the paths which we had deem'd the weariest, 
Sweet flowers were sprinkled, bright and hopefdl 
there. 

Oh many a wherefore which we ask'd in sadness, 
And waited, but no answering voice came back, 

Shall rouse the echoes there in notes of gladness, 
And every why have therefore in its track. 

Scattering away the gathered mists of ages, 
Bidding the darkness fold her wing and fly, 

Flinging clear sunshine o'er the earth's dim pages, 
That great Hereafter, when will it draw nigh ? 

Wait but a little while — 'twill soon be breaking 
Over the brooding shadows of the night ; 

They seem to deepen, but there s brightness waking : 
At the world's evening-time it shall be light. 
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THE HOLY INNOCENTS. I 

I 

Rbtblations xiT. Z-5. 

And may we draw the curtain back which hides thee 

from our view, I 

Oh world whose glory words of earth may never 

picture true 'I 
Our eyes are dim with many tears, with watching 

through the night : 
How can they bear to look upon such purity and 

light? 

A mist is there — its hues of gold shine through a 

softening haze ; 
We dare approach, but darkly still as in a glass we 

gaze: 
In mercy to our sin-stain'd sight the veil of clouds 

is given, 
Or heavily our lids would di'oop beneath the blaze 

of heaven. 



48 THOUGHTS FOR QUIET HOUBS. 

We see around the throne to-day the infant martyrs 

throng, 
We listen, and we seem to catch the cadence of their 

song: 
It is not loud like notes of praise which long-tried 

saints might hring, 
But low and sweet in melody, e*en such as habes 

might sing. 



They follow — ^in those whiter robes than mother's 

hand below 
Were wont to deck each tiny form, yea, whiter than 

the snow ; 
They follow — ah, that portion blest we too might 

sigh to gain — 
They follow where the Lamb doth lead for ever in 

His train. 



Oh first-fruits of the Saviour's grace ! for Him thus 

early slain, 
Methinks a countless band since then hath met to 

share your reign, — 
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The little ones who never knew His tenderness and 

love, 
Yet borne by Him from earth away to dwell with 

Him abova 



Yes, side by side the infant heirs of want, and toil, 

and strife, 
So kindly call'd, so little miss'd, from this rough 

world of life, 
And they, the cherish'd opening flowers, the treasures 

none could spare. 
On whose young heads such fondness gush'd, — all, 

all with you are there. 



Oh blessed, blessed Innocents ! so safe within the 
fold! 

Our way is sad and sorrowftd, our way is dark and 
cold; 

Our weary steps toil slowly on to reach those man- 
sions blest ; 

But ^6— one bound from earth to heaven, and ye 
had gained your rest. 



^«* 
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We turn us to that earth again, and earth looks 

sadder still, 
But the glory of your radiant home our visions yet 

shall mi ; 
And we will ask for child-like Mth, Oh ransom'd 

ones and fair ! 
To wait in hope and patience till your child-like 

joys we share. 
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THOUGHTS FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

*' The night is fax spent ; the day is at hand."— Rom. ziii. 12. 

The night is waning fast, 
Already in the east the streak of dawning 

Doth through the darkness cast 
A promise for the brightness of the morning. 

The night, Oh w it waning % 
Long are its hours to many a waiting soul. 

To many an eyelid straining. 
To many a footstep striving for the goal. 

Stars here and there on high 
Some scatter 'd gleams have o'er the waste been 
shedding ; 

But who that shadowy sky 
Would choose before the light of w\\i'^s^'5i'?^^<^*556SsxsN!^ 
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A few brief moments dreaming, 
The gloom hath gilded to our fancy's sight, 

Transient and faint^ yet seeming 
To cheat the tardy "watches of the night. 

But dreams, what part have they 
In things of darkness, when they ever borrow 

Their brightness from the day, 
Foreshadowing rather something of the morrow ] 

Oh, when will come the waking 1 
When shall our eyes behold those lamps afar, 

The sky's expanse forsaking. 
Alone in glory leave the morning star 1 

Oh Thou for whom we wait, 
We dare not ask Thee why this long delaying, 

Nor call Thy coming late. 
When Thine own hand the chariot-wheel is staying. 

An old year hath departed ; 
One year the less is now 'twixt us and Thee : 

Another's race hath started. 
Whose onward course Thou, only Thou, canst see. 

\ 
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Will it bring death, to sever 
Us from our night- watch, from our mortal strife 1 

Or show us death for ever 
Lost in Thy coming presence^ merged in life 1 

Oh Star of Morning ! brighten 
Our hearts' dark places with Thy radiance sweefc. 

Do Thou their gloom enlighten, 
And bid all other fires before Thee fleet. 

And if in this year's flight 
No more a star, but as a sun arising 

Thou shouldst upon our sight 
In glory burst, a slumbering world surprising, — 

We may be found not sleeping, 
But watching, waiting still, as wanes away 

The long, long night of weeping. 
To joy for ever in the' ebernal day. 
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THOUGHTS FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

IL i 

I 

I 

I 

" I will lead them in paths they have not known."— Isaiah zlii. Iff. 

Unknown ? And do we shrink 

From that mysterious word, 
Ringing around us on the new year's brink. 

As in dim echoes heard 1 

Unknown 1 The buried past 

Hath had its devious ways : 
Now clear and bright, in bold relief at last. 

They stand to memory's gaze, 

Now we can trace them well, 

Their windings and their end ; 
But Oh the shadowy future ! who shall tell 

Whither its paths may tend ? 

/ 
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Those paths before as spread 

Sunny and still, or black 
With gathering clouds, we cannot choose but tread ; 

Blindly their course we track. 

And must we blindly stray, 

Unaided 1 Is there none 
To mark the boundaries of our wandering way. 

And teach us what to shun ? 

Not so : we have a Guide, 

A Shepherd and a Friend : 
" /, even /, through all the desert wide 

Will lead unto the end." 

And shall we murmuring sigh 

Because our paths are strange. 
If they be clear to His all-seeing eye 1 

And He can never change. 

Let Him be at our side. 

And every fear shall cease ; 
Unknown they may be, yet whate'er betide, 

They must be paths of peace. 
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THOUGHTS FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

III. 

" My presence shall go with fhee, and I will give thee xesi*-- Ex. zxxiii. 14. 

Oh favour'd leader of the chosen band I 
Through all the windings of that desert land 
Thy steps were sad and weary, 
The way was long and dreary ; 
Yet well might we desire thy toil and woes, 
If only on our hearts might fall such words as those. 

We turn to-day another leaf of time. 
Up a new pathway, all untried, we climb. 
No earthly waymarks near us. 
No friendly steps to cheer us : 
Vainly we strive to scan that fair fresh page, 
Or pierce the mists which hide our journey's coining 
stage. 



/ 
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No need to do so : He who Israel led, 
Close at our side through all the way we tread, 
Shines in the pillar o'er us, 
Moves in the cloud before us. 
To each this day the message is addressed : 
" My presence goes with thee, and I will give thee 
rest." 

And is it so indeed 1 and may we take 
Each for himself the blessing which can make 
Peace mid the tempest raging. 
The bitterest storms assuaging. 
Lighting with sunshine up the dark and drear 1 
Is it so ? Master, Saviour ! then we will not fear. 

Yes, from the shadows of those ages gone, 
Shines the fair promise forth, to lead us on — 
By its still might sustaining 
The might, the vigour waning — 
Over each rough and rugged pathway, through 
The new-born year's dim vistas, opening now to view. 

We will not fear, albeit well we know 

Its course may leave behind a track of woe ; 
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That tears may soon be flowing 
Where now the smile is glowing ; 
That from our way some light, and from our heart 
Some hope, now bright, may vanish, ere it hence 
depart. 

We will not fear ; for He has promised rest, 
Whate'er betide, whose Presence in the breast 
Can soothe the deepest sadness, 
And heighten all its gladness. 
If e'er our souk are lone and dark with care, 
Will it not be because that Presence is not there ? 

Under the Shepherd's arm we dread no ill ; 

Grant us Thyself, and we will trust Thee stilL 
Thy love divine possessing. 
We bear with us a blessing. 

To us on earth may such repose be given, 

Till e'en this year, perchance, we find the rest is — 
heaven. 
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OUR CHURCH'S BIRTHDAY. 

Oh house of God ! as on this day rear'd, 
Thou hast work'd thy mission well ; 

Yet ah ! what record here below 
Thy history can tell ! 

We know how long the voice of praise 
Hath risen from thee on high, 

And how many years thy tapering spire 
Hath pointed to the sky. 

And we know the worshippers who kneel 

In their wonted places there, 
As week by week the Sabbath bell 

Sends forth its call to prayer. 

These things we know, but who shall tell 
Of the fond sweet memories bound 

Like ivy to those silent walls. 
And twined thy pillars round ; 



\. 
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The holy memories of the dead 
Who have pass'd from hence away, 

To tread the courts above, and spend 
An endless Sabbath day ; 

And of how they grew more meet for heaven 

By every hour of prayer, 
In this earthly temple learning well 

To breathe celestial air. 

Who, who shall tell the records deep 
Those long, long years have made. 

Of the thirsting hearts who have gathered in, 
And found those thirstings stay'd ? 

Of the sorrowing ones whom thou hast soothed 

With words of holy cheer, 
Yea, all the happy who have pour'd 

Their glad thanksgivings here 1 

And the wanderers thou hast tum'd again 

To the fold of love Divine, 
Oh, who shall whisper in our ear 

These secresies of thine 1 



/ 
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They may be cypher'd on thy walls, 

Though veil'd from our sin-stain'd sight, 

Albeit read by the angels' eyes 
In characters of light. 

We ask them not — we only pray, 

Oh beloved Church, for thee. 
That like to us thy past hath been, 

So may thy future be. 

For ne'er we know beneath thy roof 
Was breathed the prayer, the sigh, 

XJntraced in that eternal book, 
GkKi's register on high. 



\ 
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THE MARTYRS' CELL. 

" Enow how sublime a thing it is 

To suffer and be strong."— LovorBLLOW. 

Nay, hush thy voice to a whisper low, 

And stay thy hurrying tread ; 
For the martyrs' steps have trod below 

On this cold pavement's bed. 

These dim damp walls ! they have echo'd back 

The weary prisoner's sighs, 
And look'd on the lone and suffering track 

Which led him to the skies. 

And thou dost deem it a hallow'd spot 
Where hearts for truth have striven, 

With a holy might earth knoweth not — 
Where victory hath been given. 



I 
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And it may be thou hast journey'd long 

Upon these scenes to gaze 
Where they fought in faith the battle strong, 

Those saints of other davs. 

Return once more ! at thy very side 

Such wrestlers thou shalt see ; 
For the lowly home or the hall of pride 

A martyr's cell may be. 

There are lingerers on the bed of pain, 

Who own no restless will, 
Who smile, shut out from the bright world's reign. 

In suffering, patient still. 

By the sick one's couch there are watchers pale 

Who stand unmurmuring by. 
With a strength of love which doth not foil, 

And a courage pure and high. 

And there are some on whose quiet breasts. 

Seen by one Eye alone. 
The Cross in its darkening shadow rests, 

To all beside unknown. 



_\ 
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Tla Wy ground 'where such spirits dwell 
In heaven-taugbt faith and prayer, 

Thongh the gloomj walls of no priaun cell 
To bound their view are there. 

And theee, ;ea, all who are striTing now 

Before the Will Divine 
The wayward heart in its pride to bow, 

Qod's living Martyrs shine. 
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HUMILITY. 

It was the motto of Fenelon, " Love to be unknown." 
TO THE VIOLET. 

Lowliest of lowly flowers, in covert biding, 

Yet loved and priced e'en like a friend indeed, 
We seek thee neath thy screen of leaves abiding ; 

But though we praise thee, little do we heed 
The lessons thou to every heart doth give. 
And never care we take like thee to live. 
Of One we read, revered of every clime, 

Who, sought of all, yet chose the humblest place, 
"Whose memory, borne upon the breeze of time. 

Like violet fragrance^ cheers us in our race. 
We court the world's applause, and honour's meed. 
We scorn the lowly paths for us decreed ; 
While rest were ours, if we content would be, 
Loving the shade, like Fenelon and thee. 
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REST. 

Ye red leaves, which so quiet lie 

Upon the moss-turfs breast, 
Ye wrestled long with tempests strong 

Before ye gain'd your rest. 
The leaves of my life's tree 

Still in green hues are dress'd ; 
Torn by the autumn blast, 
E en these will fade at last : 
Summer will soon be past. 

And then I too shall rest. 

Oh bird, whose pinion all the day 
Hath soar'd and soar'd on high ! 

Thou art slumbering now upon thy bough 
Beneath the twilight sky. 

My spirit's wing is still 
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Forth wandering from its nest : 
It rises but to fall, 
Vain are its mountings all ; 
But evening with its pall 

Shall come and bring it rest. 

Thou sun, which from afar hath march'd 

Across those shining plains 1 
Thy burning day hath pass'd away, 

And shadowy coolness reigns. 
Not yet my sun may sink 

Behind the hill's dark crest ; 
But the burden and the heat 
Of earth at length shall fleet, 
Then, Oh for ever sweet 

In heaven's peace to rest ! 



_\ 

-en. 
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BAPTISIVr. 

"The axk of Christ's Ohuzdh."— fiap<i«ma{ Service. 
APRIL 19th, 1857. 

The waves are raging angrily, above are lowering 

skies, 
And far across that waterj waste the sheltering 

haven lies ; 
Yon wished-for shore is dimly seen beyond the 

surging tide : 
Oh how shall fragile bark like thine its perils all 

outride 1 

Or should the tempest pass away, the sunshine hath 

its snare ; 
The quicksand and the shoal are near, the treacherous 

calm is there ; 

/ 



THOUGHTS FOR QUIET HOUBS. 69 

And must we leave thee to thy £Eite) we cannot 

choose but weep, 
Such precious freight unpiloted to launch upon the 

deep. 



There is an ark, there is an ark, which never shipr 

wreck knew, 
And little reck they of the storm within its shelter 

true : 
We can but bear thee to the door, and humbly crave 

for thee 
A passage o er the billows of life's dark and troubled 

sea. 



We can but ask — ^yet well we know the hands which 

knock to-day 
Have knock'd before for babes like thee, nor were 

they sent away ; 
For they have seen their treasured ones borne o'er 

the swelling foam, 
Too swiftly, yet how safely, to their haven and their 

home. 
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Yes, they were yoyagers on the tide as weak and 

firail as thou, 
But duist, the Ark, enfolded them, and thej are 

angels now : 
Then Oh ! we will not fear for thee, thou child of 

fJEdth and prayer, 
But we lay thee down and leave thee beneath His 

shadow there. 



/ 
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CONFIRMATION. 

"Earth will forsake — Oh happy to hare given 
The' unbroken heart's first fragrance nnto hearea" — 

Mas. Hbmaits. 

They kneel upon the halloVd ground^ 

Each youthful head bent low, 
And surely in the air around 

Bright angels come and go ; 
For human souls are yielding there 
The holiest tribute, and most £Eiir, 

Which man can give below. 

One narrow heart is all which each 

May offer to its King ; 
Yet Oh ! its destinies must reach 

Beyond time's farthest wing, 
With all its deep unfethom'd power. 
Nay, deem not that a niggard dower, 

A worthless gift to bring. 
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Yet sad it is in thought to trace 
The burdens which must lie 

Upon these wrestlers in the race, 
Before the goal is nigh : 

The clouds which must the sunshine hide, 

The guilt which o er them, like a tide, 
Must sweep as years roll by. 

And will they list to pleasure's voice 

Of soft seductive tone, 
While Grod Himself entreats their choice, 

And claims them for His own 1 
The trial is long, the world is cold ; 
How easy to forsake the fold. 

And wander forth alone ! 

Oh lambs within the Shepherd's arms 1 

And will ye, will ye stray ] 
Oh flowers ! must ye your morning charms 

Lose in the glare of day ? 
It need not be — that Shepherd's care 
Is pledged to guard ye everywhere. 

And keep ye in the way. 
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Oh, if upon each tender heart 

His love be now impress'd, 
Though storms may rise, and tears may start, 

Ye cannot but be blest ; 
And on your brows, through all the strife, 
Through all the devious paths of life. 

Dew as of youth shall rest 



X 
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THE DEPARTED. 

' And we bless Thy holy name for all Thy seryants departed this life in Thy 
fidth and fear." — Communion Service. 

" Yet no : what here we call oar life is such 
So little to be loved, and ye so much. 
We should but ill requite ye to restrain 
Tour unbound spirits into bonds again." — Cowpbb. 

Would we call the bird to its cage below, 

By kindly hands set free, 
As it soars aloft in the sunshine's glow, 

No more enchain'd to be ? 
Or the Slimmer wing as it leaves behind 

Our withering autumn bowers, 
Would we stay its flight as it flees to find 

A land of fairer flowers ? 

Would we send the wanderer's weary feet, 

When falls the twilight grey, 
From his love-lit hearth, again to meet 

The dangers of the way ? 
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Or the vessel as it nears the shore, 

A frail and shattered bark, 
Would we turn its course to the waves once 
more, 

Mid storm and tempests dark 1 



And they, the friends we have loved so well, 

Who from our side have pass'd, 
They who have breasted the billow's swell, 

And anchored safe at last — 
Would we break their rest? would we bid 
them leave 

That home so still and fair, 
Earth's fading garlands again to weave, 

And all our struggles share ? 

The young who fell in their early bloom, 

To whom the world was bright, 
And the aged gathered to the tomb 

At evening's quiet light ; 
And the saintly ones who daily grew 

More lovely to our gaze, 
Who have left for life their impress true 

Upon our hearts and ways : 
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Would we call them back, would we call them 
back? 

Nor let their memory be 
To us like the sunset's shining track 

It flings upon the sea. 
To show that though earth may seem dark 
and chill 

Amid the glory spread, 
There 's a pathway stretching to heaven still, 

A path which we may tread ? 

Nay, ransom'd ones on that spirit shore, 

Who have left us one by one, 
We joy for you that the fight is o'er, 

And the race for ever run ; 
And we will praise for the light bestow'd 

To guide your pilgrim feet, 
Until at length, by the self-same road. 

Before the Throne we meet. 
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